THROUGH   LANDS   OF   THE   BIBLE               255

Had their tunnels deviated only a yard or so in some places,
ihey must have broken down into the golden treasury which,
all unknown to them, was lying below.

As I descended the sixteen shallow steps into this tomb, I
remembered the last time I had done so fourteen years ago,
when the burial-chambers were piled almost to the ceiling
with the treasures which are now in Cairo.

It was a queer experience to stand beside the two guardian
statues of the king and to know that when Alexander the
Gieat was born they had already been there for over a
thousand years, grasping their thin wands of office, and that
their incredible vigil had lengthened to nearly two thousand
years by the time William the Conqueror set foot in England.
The awe which dawns in the mind at such a moment is partly
due to the feeling that Time, whose inexorable demands cease
not even when we sleep, had somehow spared this hidden
cave under the mountain. That the gold and the wood had
not perished did not seem so wonderful to me as that wreaths
of flowers, brown with age and tender as ash, had still
retained their shape; and from these I turned to thoughts
of the hands which had plucked the flowers and had cast
them in the places where they still lay.

I remembered, too, how I had sat waiting on the wall outside
and had heard, muffled by the rock, the sound of hammers and
chisels breaking in upon the king's silence. Bit by bit the
wall which separated the ante-chamber from the tomb-
chamber was broken sufficiently for those who were watching
to see, in the darkness beyond, the tall, gleaming tabernacle
which rose over the nest of coffins in which the mummy of
the king was found.

I stood again in the tomb of Tut-ankh-Amun. By the
pale radiance of an electric light I mounted a wooden plat-
form and looked down into another chamber, where I saw a
beautiful sarcophagus of red granite. Inside is a gold
coffin shaped to the human figure, which encloses the badly
preserved mummy of a youth of eighteen; for that was the
age at which death overtook Tut-ankh-Amun.

The gold face gazes calmly with open eyes towards the roof
of the tomb. The king is portrayed wearing a close-fitting
war-helmet of gold, with the symbols of his country, the